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One wold I take, and to her Leg,

a lymed Lyne wold tye,
And where ye flock flew thickefl, there

I wold her call awaye,
She ilrayght vnto the reft wold hye,

amongft her Mates to playe.
And preafyng in the mydfte of them,

with Lyne and Lyme, and all,
With cleuyng wyngs, entangled fall.

they downe togyther fall.
Somtyme I wold the lytel Fylh:

with bayted Hooke beguyle :
Somtyme the craftye Foxe I wold,

deceyue for all his wyle:
Somtyme the Wolfe, I wold purfue,

fomtyme the fomyng Boore :
And whan with labour all the daye,

my weryed Lyrns were foore.
Than reft and flepe I ftraightway fought

no Dreames dyd me afraye:
Tormented nought with care, I pall

the lyngryng nyght awaye.
And thus I cleane forgot: in tyme,

the dotyng Dayes I lawe,
And freed my lelf, to my great loye,

from Yoke of Louers Lawe.
More of this fame, I wyll the tell,

the next tyme here we mete,
And ftronger Medycines wyll I gyue,

to purge that Venyrn fwete.
Beholde the Daye is flypt awaye,

and Starres do fall appeare,
Loe where Califto Virgin ones,

doth Ihyne in Skies fo cleare.
Loe where olde Cepheus walks about,

with twynyng Serpent bye,
We wyll no lenger heare abyde,

But hence wyll homwarde hye.

Finis Egtogce fexta.